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DELIVERED…
Katie Marrs
It settles into my shaking hands - my one line of connection over the short
distance that created the disconnect between my life and theirs, all those
months ago. My fingers begin forming the words my mouth cannot as the
screen lights up with my worst fear but my greatest obstacle. My hands are
suddenly tiny compared to the 6 by 3 by 0.3-inch rectangle resting within
them. 8 ounces has never felt so heavy. But tonight is different. The weight of
the words displayed atop the glass is much greater than I had anticipated.
The distance between us was no longer strictly literal. Yeah, I had moved
away 6 months ago, but two hours wasn’t very far. And our problems were
now much bigger than living a little farther apart than we’d originally
envisioned. They didn’t know me anymore, and maybe they didn’t know me
then either. But at this point, I had finally embraced myself and all the scary
parts that came along with that. Truthfully, I just didn’t want the distance to
be as vast anymore.
Coming out is never easy. I always hoped there would be a “right”
time to do it. I never knew when it would come along exactly, but I just
expected it to somehow. It’s like when you’re procrastinating an assignment
or a chore - somewhere along the line there’s a time when you realize it’s time
to finally get it over with. And despite the fact that the time never truly came
for this instance, I knew it needed to be done sooner, rather than later. It was
never going to be easy, but the inevitability was inescapable. And somewhere
along the way, the pain had become greater than the fear. It was all I could
think about.
“What if I start crying in public?” I ask the question cautiously, as I
copy the message from my notes and fill it into the tiny text box within the
Messages app. I’m not sure if this is the place to finally hit send. She quickly
reassures me that if that did happen, she’d do what she could to get me out of
that situation. My confidence levels are still low. The “what ifs” are flying
frantically within the small space contained by my skull. I decide that this is a
question for my spinner app (the app I use to make all of my difficult
decisions). I send the question out telepathically to the tiny spinner in the
center of the screen. “Should I tell them tonight?” I flick my finger so that the
wheel begins to spin. As it slows, it’s clear what the answer is. The small
arrow at the side of the spinner points to the suddenly terrifying word, “yes”.
I never imagined I would’ve been telling them, especially not so
suddenly. It was always something I thought I could run away from. I thought
maybe if I hid it well enough and convinced other people, I’d convince myself
of it too. It took a long time to come to terms with, but I knew I couldn’t let
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myself hide from my own happiness. And if happiness was being myself, it
was a sacrifice I had to make. Once I’d accepted myself though, the bigger
monster was the fear of other people not doing the same. After some time, it
became suffocating. I needed to let it out, or I was going to explode. I told
the people I knew I could trust, but the people I wasn’t sure about, my
parents for instance, were the scariest. But, like I said, the pain was now
greater than the fear. And the people who did know were hopeful that
everything would turn out okay. I mean even the universe (or so I like to
think) was encouraging me to do it.
The trepidation hasn’t magically disappeared after spinning the
wheel. I still, in the back of my mind, want some sort of ethereal sign that
tonight is the night. As you might imagine though, that sign isn’t about to just
appear. “So should I do it?” The question slipped out of my mouth. I notice
her raise her eyebrows at me before she says, “You know I can’t tell you
that.”
She’s right. I knew she wouldn’t be able to answer the question, but I
couldn’t stop myself from asking anyway. My phone sits on the tabletop in
front of me, and my finger keeps shakily floating toward the dreadful blue
button - but each time I quickly jerk it away before it comes into contact with
the glass. My eyes shoot in her direction each time, as she shakes her head
with fear. I do it once more, but this time I don’t pull away. My finger hits the
screen, and I quickly slide my phone across the table, as far away from my
sight as possible.
I still can’t believe I did it. Ever since then I keep having these tiny
epiphanies about the fact that it’s done. There was no taking it back after I
pushed that button. Just pressing it and finally letting go was the hardest part.
Years of repression were suddenly out in the open, and in the moment, I
really didn’t know how to deal with it. I never really considered what the
anticipation of waiting for a response would be like, but it was much more
terrifying than I think I ever could have envisioned.
An hour and a half passes and I’ve been constantly checking whether
or not the tiny text reading “delivered” under the message has switched to
“read”. We’re sitting in my car in the parking lot now, and I decide to check
once more. My heart drops as I notice the text now says that my mother has
seen the message, which means that she’s reading the letter I left for them last
month. Time continues to pass and there’s still no response. It has been
nearly 20 minutes and there’s nothing but silence traveling the distance
between us. All of the sudden my phone begins to buzz and Keali tells me
not to freak out.
It’s my brother. Somehow the fact that he’s calling instead of my
mother doesn’t feel quite right to me. My emotions are instantly at an all time
high. I answer the phone with a quivering voice. He tells me that our mom
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called him and told him about my letter. A single word escapes my mouth.
“Yeah?” He says, “I just wanted to call you and tell you I love you.”
Tears suddenly pour from my eyes as I struggle to reply. There’s
silence on the other end, as Keali prompts me to ask what else my mom said.
Through the shake in my voice I get the words out. He tells me that she asked
about God, and he told her that He loves everyone, regardless of who they
are. He then says that he told her it’s my choice and my life - there’s nothing
any of them can do about it. I cringe at his chosen words.
It’s only been a week since it happened. Somehow one of the most
impactful events of my life only happened days ago. It feels like I’ve lived
years of my life in an amount of time that is realistically incredibly short. Who
I was before I told them, isn’t the exact same person I am now, and it isn’t
who I’ll be after I see them this weekend either. I don’t mean that I’ve literally
changed, but I’ve grown, for better or for worse.
The call with my brother wasn’t long. I found myself hanging up
within two minutes. As soon as the red button has been pressed, I fall into
Keali’s arms in an eruption of tears. A few minutes pass, and I finally feel
calm enough to begin sitting up in my seat. Frustration was now crossing my
mind. Questions begin arising subconsciously. How could she just not
respond? Was it really that terrifying for her to hear? My phone promptly
lights up with a text message, and relief washes over my body like a wave
crashing on the shore.
It was over, and I was somehow okay. The distance was still there
but not as heartbreaking as before. The dark cloud that had been hanging
over my head constantly for the past few months had dissipated. The mask
suffocating me was suddenly freed from my face. And the enormously heavy
weight that had been resting on my shoulders had been lifted. I was finally
free. I’ll never know what the future holds, but for once, I’m finally hopeful
for it.
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